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him in astonishment. Into the darkening twilight, past all those
dim faces sitting round the table, the fierce words "must he
starved out" twanged like a bow-string.
Philip Crow from the end of the table cast upon the young
revolutionary very much the sort of glance that some Devereux
of the Norman Conquest would have cast upon some Saxon
Gurth who had dared to challenge him as his horse broke through
the brushwood with a raised quarterstaff. "You could starve me
out, my son, if you won over the army and the air-force, but I
assure you you'll have one bloated capitalist you'll never starve
out."
"Philip means our friend Mr. Geard, I suppose," murmured
Aunt Elizabeth.
"7 mean Nature!"
Persephone gave vent to a rather uncivil whistle. "Nature?"
she mocked. "What are you talking about, Philip?"
"Don't you see, my good child," he said quite gently, "that it's
always been by the brains and the energy of exceptional individ-
uals, fighting for their own hands, that the world has moved on?
What you people are doing now is simply sharing out what has
already been won. We have the future to think of; or, as I say,
Nature has the future to think of."
The blood rushed to the face of Dave Spear and a misty film
gathered in front of his eyes, so that what he saw of the room
and the people in the room was a swimming blur.
"I can't argue . . . with you , . ." he jerked out as if each
word carried with it a streak of his heart's blood, "but I know
that ... if the masses ... the masses of workers ... the real
workers . . . got ... got the machinery and the . * . the land
and water . . into their hands ... a new spirit . . , not
known before in all the history ... of ... of ... of hu-
manity conscious of its fate . . . would be stronger, greater,
more . . . more . . . more god . . . more godlike than any-
thing that your great selfish individuals have . . . have felt"
In his emotion the young man had lurched to his feet, and had
seized with his fingers a half-cut loaf of bread which he began
squeezing spasmodically. Aunt Elizabeth stretched forth her hand
and removed this object; but not before that particular gesture